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FIRST OLD WOMAN: I mean - do you really love him? Do you long
to be with him?
YERMA: I don't know.
FIRST OLD WOMAN: Don't you tremble when he comes near you?
Don't you feel something like a dream when he brings his lips
close to yours? Tell me.
YERMA: No. I've never noticed it.
FIRST OLD WOMAN: Never? Not even when you've danced?
YERMA [remembering]: Perhaps ... one time... with Victor...
FIRST OLD WOMAN: Go on.
YERMA: He.took me by the waist and I couldn't say a word to him,
because I couldn't talk. Another time this same Victor, when I was
fourteen years old - he was a husky boy - took me in his arms to
leap a ditch and I started shaking so hard my teeth chattered. But
I've always been shy.
FIRST OLD WOMAN: But with your husband... ?
YERMA: My husband's something else. My father gave him to me
and I took him. With happiness. That's the plain truth. Why,
from the first day I was engaged to him I thought about... our
children. And I could see myself in his eyes. Yes, but it was to see
myself reflected very small, very manageable, as if I were my own
daughter.
FIRST OLD WOMAN: It was just the opposite with me. Maybe that's
why you haven't had a child yet. Men have got to give us pleasure,
girl. They've got to take down our hair and let us drink water
out of their mouths. So runs the world.
YERMA: Your world, but not mine. I think about a lot of things, a
lot, and I'm sure that the things I think about will come true in my
son. I gave myself over to my husband for his sake, and I go on
giving to see if he'll be born - but never just for pleasure.
FIRST OLD WOMAN: And the only result is - you're empty!
YERMA: No, not empty, because I'm filling up -with hate. Tell me;
is it my fault? In a man do you have to look for only the man,
nothing more? Then, what are you going to think when he lets
you lie in bed looking at the.ceiling with sad eyes, and he turns
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